ThcTragedie 
Vpon his party for the gaine thereof, - 

Andthcrevpon he fends you this good newcs 
That this lame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred oftheQuecne,muft die at Pomfret. 

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for this newes. 

Because they haue bcene (till mine enemies : 

But that lie giuc my voyce on ‘Richards fide. 

To barre my maifters heires in true difeent, 

God knowes I will not do it to the death. 

fat. God keepeyour Lordlhip in that gracious mindc. 
Haft. But I (hall laugh at this a twelmonth hence. 

That they who brought me in my maifters hate, 

I liuctolooke vpon their tragedie: 

1 tell the Cateshy. fat. What my Lord J 
Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 
lie fend fome packing, that yet thinkc not on it. 

Cat, Tis a vilcthing to die my gratious Lord 
When men are vnprcpard,andk>okc not for it. 

Haft . O monftrous,monftrous,and fo fals it out 
With/£««rt, Vaughan, Gray : and fo twill doo 
With fome men clse,who thinkc thcmfelucs as fafe 
As thou,and I, who as thou knowft are deare 
To princely Richard, and toBuchingham. 

Cat. The Princes both make high account ofyou, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. Iknow they do, and 1 haue well deferued it. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

What my L. where is your Boare-fpearc man ? 

Fearc you the Boare, and goe you lo vnprouided ? 

Sian. My L. good morrow : good morrow Catesby . 

You may ieft on, but by the holy Roode, 

I do not like thefefcuerallcouncels I. 

Haft. My L. I hold my life as deafe as you do yours, 
And neuer in my life 1 do proteft. 

Was it more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinkc you, but that I know our ftatefecure, 

Ivvould befo tryumphantas lam? 

Sta.The'Lordsof'Bemfret when they rode from London 

Were iocund,andfuppofde their ftates was fure, ^ 


of Richard the Third. 

And indeed had no caufe to miftroft f 
Butyet youfeehowfoonethe day orecaltj 
This fudden fcab of rancor 1 mifdoubr, 

Pray God, 1 fay, 1 proue a needleile coward, 

But come my L.lliall we to the Tower ? 

Haft .1 go ; but ftay,heareyou not the newes ? 

This day thofe men yob talke of, are beheaded, 

Sta. They for their truth might better weare their heads. 
Then fome that haue accufed them weare their hats : 

But come my L. let vs away. Exit. L.Stand/ey, & Cat . 

Haft Go you before, lie follow prefently. 

Enter Haft mgs a Purftuant. 

Haft. Well met Haftmgs, how goes the world with thee ? 

The better that it pleafeyour good Lordftiiptoask. 
Haft. I tell thee fellow, tis better with me now. 

Then when I met thee laft where now we meete : 

Then was I going prifoner to the Tower, 

By thefuggeftion of theQueenes allies .* 

But now I tell thee (keepeit to thy feife) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death. 

And I in better flate then euer 1 was, 

Pw.God hold it to your Honours good content. 

Haft. G ramcrcy Hafimgs, hold fpend thou that. 

He giues him hispurfe. 

Pur God faue your Lordlhip. Exit. r Pnr, Enter aPrieft, 
Haft. What fir Iohn,you are well met : 
lam bcholdingto youforyourlaftdayes exercife: 

Come the next Sabbotb,and I will content you. He vthifpers 
Enter ‘Buckingham. (in his ear e. 

Buc. How now Lord Chamberlaine,whattalkingwitha 
Y' ur friends at Pomfret they do need the Prieft. (prielK 

Your Honour hath n'o (hriuing worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith,and when 1 met this holy man, 
Thofcmen you talke of, came into my minde.- 
What,goyou to the Tower my Lord"? 

Buc. I do, but long 1 (hall not flay, 

Khali rcturnebeforeyour Lordlhip thence. 

Haft Tis like enoiigh,for I ftay dinner there. 

■Sw.And fupper too 3 although thou knowh it not 

Gome 



